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A WIZARD, A SMALL BOY, A MAGIC
BUREAU, A CROSS FATHER AND A
TRIP TO A LAND WHERE THERE ARE
NO CHILDREN AND EVERYBODY IS
VERY OLD AND CROSS AND CRABBED

RWIN SCOTT’S father was not an old man slthough
he seemed so to his son.

e was a cross-grained person who hated children
and could not bear to have them around him at any
time. He saw no vse in small boys or girls and wondered why
we were not born grown up and past all foolishness such as
play and noise. He was so grave and stern that Erwin rarely
even looked at him, for it gave the boy an unpleasant feeling
to see those cold, gray eyes fixed upon him in disapproval of a
merry smile or & boyish whoop of keen joy. Thus Erwin, while he
really loved his father, as all Loys should do, never had any
feeling of companionship with him and never by any means
sought to be with him. In fact, he tried to keep as far away
from him as he could and %hat pleased his father, for the

eompany of a boy made him nervous and crosser than ever.

So Erwin used to wander about town, down by the river
and out in the suburbs after school, instead of going home. He
became acquainted with many out-of-the-way places that very
few iu the city knew about. But one day he came to a secluded
corner that he had ncver visited. 1t was a windy ficrnoon and
the dust was blowing in clouds, leaves were falling and sweeping
along, shutters were slaruming, windows were rattling .nd skirts
were flapping. Suddenly Erwin's hat flew off and over a fence.
After it went the oy and he found himself in a tiny garden.
He picked up his hat and as he placed it firmly on his head
scmething feil to the ground beside him.

It was a emall toy bureau, made of some reddish wood, with
two drawers and brass handles. He picked it up, and while
he was examining it a vrice from a second-story window called
to him:

“Please bring it up to me, little boy, and I will give you
a nickel!” Erwin glanced up and saw a thin, pale face looking
down upon him and a pair of sharp, fierce eyes boring into him,
eves that seemed to be lighted up by a red glare; but that might
have been the reflection of the scarlet whiskers that framed
the pale face.

“Come, hasten, boy; I am in a hurry!” added the man,
beckoning with a long, crooked forefinger.
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Erwin, thinking that it would be earning a nickel easily,
and seeing a door before him, opened it o climb the stairs to
the room from which the man was peering. But a sight of the
hall before. him caused him to pause in doubt. There he saw
a2 number of strange objects disposed alony -he wall that made
him start in alarm and draw back. Suspended from the ceiling
was a dried alligator, while stuffed cats, toads, bats, birds of
queer shape, lizards, great crabs, wolve: and tortoises were
ranged in rows far back into the gloom of the hall, and all of
them seemed to have fiery eyes that gleamed dully in the dusk.

This was an astonishing colleetion of creatures for a boy
to come upon suddenly and it disconcerted Erwin. The *.vin«i,
#weeping into the open door, caused the great alligator to swing
to and fro and the feathers on a tall, erimson bird to wave slewly
and softly, and even the wolf’s tail moved a little. Then Erwin
heard the man ecall again:

“Come! What are you doing there ?”

He began to elimb the stairs slowly.

Now, the man above, who was so cager to get his toy burean
back, was the famous wizard Gilligan, of whom you have heard,
no doult, and this little article of furniture was no other than
the celebrated wishing-bureau once owned by Trismegistus, the
Persian Magician, many centuries ago. It had passed through
many hands, coming down to Gilligzn from a Seotel. conjuror
named Hibal and was the most precious of his possessions.

The wind had earried it out of Lis window and ‘he wizard,
veing ill made the fatal mistake of asking a small boy to bring
his treasure to him, instead of going after it himself. He had

Iy vegretted his mistake, and was hastening down the

already
stairs to get his toy bureau into his own hands again when
Erwin stopped in the dark and said:

“Gee! I wish I was back home again!
p,"RCt 1

Instantlv, and without knowing how it had happened,
he found hin.self standing in the dining-room at home with
the burcau still in his hands and his astonished father glaring at
him.

“Don’t spring in here again like that! I ecan’t stand it!”
shouted Mr. Seott angrily, for he was really startled.

“I couldn™ heln it!” replied Erwin, looking confusedly at
his father. “I just came lere, somehow! A minute ago I was
clear over on the other side of town, and next thing I found
myself here in the dining-room. I don’t understand it at all!”
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cried his father. “None of vour
ale sto me! What is that thing you have in your
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s— I found it in the yard and— I'll bet this had some-
thing to do with it all. Maybe it’s magic!” He stared curiously
at the burcau.

“Idiot!” cried Mr. Scott; “Have you been drinking?’ he
asked, looking very hard at his son. *“You have too much
liberty! I'll see about finding a place for you so that you will
work after school hours instead of running loose about town!”

Erwin was still staring at the toy bureau and trying to
gather his wits when his father snatched it angrily from him
and said:

“You go to bed at once without any supper!
teach you to try to fool your father.
I will take care of it. What next, I wonder? Magic! Il give
you all the magic you want. To bed with you ut once!”

Erwin, well knowing that his father would not hesitate to
#dd a sharp blow to his commands, did not tarry, but flew up-
stairs, glad to be able to sit down and ponder upon the marvel
that had happened. He was perfectly sure now that he had been
carried by some magic power through the air, for his home
was two miles from the garden where he had found the bureau.
Whether, as was very probable, it was this piece of furniture or
only the faet that he was perhaps in the home of a wizard, there
could, of course, be no certainty; but the many wonderful things
which were to be seen in the bhall indieated a magiciun’s resi-
dence. Erwin had read more than one description of such a
house, and knew that wizards always surrounded {hemselves
with these strange :nd curious articles, finding them useful in
many ways in their conjuring business. In faet, upon reflection,
tle strange man himself looked more like a genuine wizard than
any Erwin had ever seen in a theatre or in picture books.

He took off his clothes and crept into bed, resolved upon
the morrow to thoroughly test the toy to see if it possessed the
magic power that he suspected, but he rever kad unother op-
portuhity to make a wish and utilize the wishing Lurecau.

This is what happened:

Mr. Scott looked it over carelessly,-and even absent-mindedly
cpened one of the drawers as he reflected apon his .on's feeble
and silly excuse for so suddenly intruding upon him. Of course
& man as old and stern as he could have no sympatly ~ ra b.)v’;
imagination. for that is what he concluded had im elled his son
to say that he had been whisked through the air to Lis home in
& second of time.

“What folly and worse,” he said. “It is deliberate falsehood!
To think that a child of mine could say such a ‘hing, even in
fun! By adley, I wish that T were in : land where children
were x’x’lot and never had been nor ever could be! Yhat's what T

That will
As for this plaything,

The dark red walls of the dining room sud-
denly faded from sight; he experienced a sort of =
floating movement, a sensation of lifting that lasted
but a moment; then he found himself standing in a
street in broad daylight, helding the toy bureau in
his hands, while men and women were hurrying
past }‘n'm without noticing him at all.

They wore faded, shabby old clothes, these men
and women; were careless of attire snd of hqir,
and each one seemed intent upon some quest, for
they all bent their hard, cold eyes searchingly for-
!\'{xrd or glared at one another keenly. Their hands,
without exception, were hocked in a spasmodie,
perpetual clutch like a hawk’s talons and they all
moved eraftily like birds of prey. L

Realizing that something very _nusual had
!lappt'nm] to him, and yet unwilling to dmit that
it could be magic, Mr. Scott decided to ask one of Lie passers-by
fo enlighten him, and, selecting a man who seemed .Jcc ‘al;am-'be;l
than the others, he said: S

“I beg your pardon, but will you kindly tell me
this place?” q A

“This is Easy street!” snapped the man, who certainly
proved to be much crosser than he looked. “Read the sign.-
boards if you are lost!”

' _“I—er—I mean, what’s the name of the country?’ hes-
itatingly stammered Mr. Scott. “I fear that ¥ am lost.

“Name of the country! Good lands!” eried the man,
examining Mr. Seott cautiously and somewhat fearfally, teo.
“Are you crazy? Don't you know that you're in Senilin——the
blessed land of octogenarians, the land of Have and Hold #*

“Why, how did I get here?” gasped Mr. Scott vaguely.

“What! D¢ you think that I have time to stand ..cre answer-
ing fool inquiries ?” roared the old man in a raga. “Pay me for
the minute and a half that I've wasted on you already. Come,
give up twenty cents!” )

the name of
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Mr. Scott, awed by his manner, hauded him two Gimes and
he hastened away, shaking his gray head. Erwin’s father was
somewhat timid about making ary more inquiries, but he felt
t'hat he must discover where he was. He had a dim no..on down
in his heart that magic was at the bottom of Lis situation, but
he never suspected the bureau. e accosted another an a few
steps farther on.

::Sir," he said, ‘v‘.will you direct me to a hotel ¢” -

For five cents,” replied this man, holding out his hand. “I
do nothing for less.” When he had received the money he shawed
& small inn to Mr. Seott and passed on. The inn w=-s but a few
steps away, and Mr. Scott entered to find an old man keenly
watching just inside its door.

“Rooms are 85 yer day now,” snapped the inakeeper: “I am
geiting tired of this business when I see how casy it is for other
yeople to just pick up money. Want a room ¢

Now Mr. Scott happcned to have only $10 in his pocket, and
yet he felt that he must have a habitation in this .tronge land
of Senilia. He answered that he desired a room.

“Then pay in advance!” snarled the innkeeper. “I trust
no man, least of all one with a face as pleasant as yours, for
it’s treacherous.” .

Amazed to have the man consider his face pleasant, for
he had always known it to be stern and severe, Mr. Scott
handed him %5 and was shown to his room.

“What are you carrying that thing around for?” asked
the innkzep:r, pointing to the bureau. “I furnish the rooms
well enough.”

“It—it belongs to Ty son,” stammered Mr. Scott.

“What! Your son! Where did you come from?”’ shouted
ihe man. “Such a thinz is absolutely unheard of!” Staring
at Mr. Scott, the innkeeper called loudly for his neighbors
to come and see a man who had a son, and the inn was soon
filled with curious, sour-faced men and women, who asked the
stranger all manner of questions.

It was soon made plain to him that here in Senilia were
no children at all, nor had there ever been any. The inhab-
itants remembered no past beyond the time when they were
old people; they had always been gray, wrinkled, cross and
suspicious. Not one of them bhad ever seen a child. nor had
they more than a very feeble conception of a child’s appear-
ance. When Mr. Scott asked them what amusements they had
and how they employed their time when work Was over, he was
told that work was never over in Senilia, and that they did
not know what he meant by the word amusement. L
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It was very late when they left him and he was very tired
of asking ond answering questions; but he had learned that
he had come to just such a place as he had wished for, although
he had actually forgotten al>ut making the wish. Althou_ h
the hour was late—nearly 10 o'clock, in fact—the sun
still ghone brightly, and the innkeeper, whose name was
Scroggs, told him thot thus the inhabitants had several more
hours in which to *oil and amass wealth, for that was all any-
body lived for in this land. Everybody being very old, iittle
sleep was necessary, and, in faet, he said, meny pe.ple slept
enly for an hour.

It was strangely silent throughout the city when Mr.
Scott rose in the early morning, but the streets we-e full of
burrying old men and women already, eagerly striving to
amass more wealth, aud he wandered about seeking to find
some man whose face showed a little freedom from care,
greed and avarice, but he found none. The doors were all
tightly barred and the windows heavily shaded; in faet, it
scemed as if all dreaded nothing so much as a burglar. When
he stopped a man to ask a guestion he received a stony glare
of suspicion and s rude answer or none at all.

He soon observed that he was followed by an old, feeble
man, whose eye revealed a strange, eager interest, but when he
accosted this’ man and asked him why he followed him the
man merely said that he was curious to see one who had a
child. This Mr. Scot* wes sure was an evasion, but it was all
be could obtain. He -alized that he must procure some work if
he was to remain tere, for his remaining $5 would Luve to be
paid to Mr. Scroggs that night. When he applied for a vosi-
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Mr. Scoit Among ihe
People of Senilia

tion he was regarded with intense suspicion and
asked how he got to Senilia. He never once thought
of wishing himself away, as his son would have
done, for he did not believe n magic, and, in fact,
never even thought of it as a means of escape from
his predicament. So that day passed and uight
came, and with it came the curious old man, who
said he merely wished to make a call. His eyes
roved about Mr. Seott’s little room, and rested on
the magic bureau, and then he asked what it might
be meant for. )

“J is only a toy that belongs to my con,” said
Mr. Scott. “l happened, quite by aceident, to bring
it with me when 1 came here.” X

“1 will buy it of vou,” said the old man, taking
it up and examining it with great int_n-cat. Mr.
Scott rsked him what he would give for it.

“Oh, about $2,” replied the man. } -

“It’s certainly worth more than that,” replied Mr. Scott,
“even if it's only a toy.” But he took it away f;"ﬁm the old
fellow, for there wa. an eager, hawk-like look in his . ye .n_n} a
tremor in his fingers that made him think there was something
queer in his desire to own it, but even llu:n he never un‘a::qmﬂ
its true meaning. He was a pretty stupid man, was Erwin's
father. 1 think that I hardly know a boy who would not hav
already divined what the bureau was and have been traveling
all over by its magic aid long before this.

“Well, I will make you another offer,” said the old man,
grinning. “I will give you $2 in eash and Lire you as a book-
keeper at $6 per week besides, and that’s generous, for nobody
ever hires anybody here. We do our own work always. It’s
far more economigal, you know.”

“I'Il think about it,” replied Mr. Scott.” And that was all
the old man could obtain from him, and he went away, after
casting a covetous glanece, a long, lingering glance, upon the
magic bureau.

Had Mr. Scott followed him he would have seen him go
to a cabinetmaker’s s2op and engaged the cabinetmaker to im-
nediately construct for him a bureau exactly similar to
Mr. Secott’s, and he ordered him to complete it before night-
fall. The old man was an amateur wizard; that is, he had
studied the art, and, in fact, was in many ways quite au
adept, and he had immediately seen in Mr. Scott’s sudden and
mysterious appearance in Senilia the evidence of magie of
some sort, therefore he had at once endeavored to discover
what it was. When he saw the bureau he remembered that
such a one was described in the ancient books of the Black
Art as belonging to the famous Trismegistus, of Persia, and
he resolved to possess it, by fair means or foul

This man’s name was Kooms—Paracelsus Kooms—and
his sole desire to be a wizard was merely to obtain gold. Gold
in heaps, gold in chests and Lags, meant happiness for Kooms,
and he would commit any crime to obtain it, although he
already had far more than a man could spend in a long life-
time. He sat around watching the door of the inn :1l the day,
watching to see if Mr. Scott took the magic Hureau out with
him, and was rejoiced at last to see him go forth without it.
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Tt was late in the afternoon, and Mr. Scott had deter-
mined to again seek for employment, for he felt that he would
die in this silent, childless town.unless he was at work at some-
thing or other. He missed the merry laughter, the gay shouts
and even the quarreling voices of the boys and girls, the
whistles and eat-calls that he was used to at home, and he
would have given many dollars, had he possessed them, to hear
just pnee a whole-souled yell from a boy’s throat.

'I'r-\vard evening he secured a position in a counting-house
as cutter. The cutter has to separate eoupons from bonds, and
it is easy work, but grows very tiresome, as I well know, after
a time. He was glad to get even this job, and returned to his
hotel gleeful and elated.

Mr. Scroggs was sitting by the door and asked for his
money at once. When Mr. Scott paid him he told him that
he was only going to remain over night, as hie had at last ob-
tained employment.

“I thought you might be going to work for old Parry
Kooms,” said Scroggs, “for he was here waiting for you in
vour room for quite a while. He's just gone.”

°  “He wants to buy my son’s bureau,” replied Mr. Scott,
“snd 1 guess I'll sell.”

“If Kooms wants it it's worth a good deal more than he
offers for it,” said Scroggs. “T’ll bet it’s useful to him. He's a
cort of ¢ magician, although he’s no good here, for it takes a
better conjuror than he or any ever seen to conjure a red cent
out of these Senilia people, let me tell you.”

A sudden thought, dim and misty, struck Mr. Scott, and he
went up to look at the buceau. It was slowly dawning on his
mind th+t the little toy might have been the cause of his sudden
journey, but he was still far from taking advantage of the
thought. There it stood on the table just as he had Ic_ft it, but
had he inspected it carefully he would have seen that this burean
was newer and shinier than his own. Mr. Kooms had exchanged
the newly-made one for the magic piece of toy furniture and
had hours before vanished from Senilia very suddenly, but of
this Mr. Scott was entirely ignorant. The innkeeper followed
him up to his room =nd looked in at the door.

“]t’s there all right, eh#’ he said. “I was afrsid he’d made
away with it, for he’s not above any bad tricks. He's the worst
about here, although they’re all pretty bad. I'd be as bad as any
were 1 not in the hotel business. You know that softens a man’s
feelings and makes him kindly and generous.”
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«Yes, T have heard so,” replied Mr. Scott. taking up th» bu-
reau. “I was just wondering whether there might not be some
magie power in this since you told me about Kooms being a
megician. Hokv do you suppose it works?”

“Haven’t you had any experience with it yourself#” asked
Seroggs. ’

“No,” said ;
added: “At least, none that I- was conscious of.

. Seott. Then, suddenly rmncmberin‘g. he
I did make

a fool sort of wish about wgmaggﬂ_mget where there wers no

children, but of course—"

AR. SCOTT’'S WONDERFUL JOURNEY
AND THE AMAZING CHANGE 11
MADE IN HIM—WHILE THE CHILDREN
FEARED HIM BEFORE, NOW HE IS
THEIR BEST FR{END AND PLAYMATE

“Well, 1t came true all right, didn't it? Here you are!”
said Mr. Scroggs. “What more do you want?”

Mr. Scott was staring in a dazed way at the bureau.

“Try it again,” said the innkeeper. “If it worked
again. Make a wish and see what happens. That's easy

Mr. Scott fumbled the toy and then said:

“I wish that I were home again'”

Nothing happened, although both looked around somewhat
apprehensively, and in his intense disappointmen: Mr.
suddenly remembered how swiftly his journe ¥ ad rollowed the
first \'\i:h that he had .nade and he felt that he had failed.

“I'm sure it worked all right the other night, and in a min-
ute, too,” said Mr. Scott, regretfully, for he now realized what he
}‘.AI lost by his neglect, for, of course, he naturally thought that
In some manner.the magie power had leaked out or had been dis-
pelled from the toy. ie tossed the bureau iito the corner and
.‘lti(i:

“That settles it! Now I see what a fool I was when I sent
Erwin to bed without listening “o his story.”

Mr. Seroggs asked him to explain, and when he heard the
tale, he said:

“Serves you good and right! Any man who haa 2 son like
that and would send him .o bed because he said he hs
ried over the town by a magic bureau deserves to suffer right
here in childless Senilia for the rest of his life! I can’t give you
any sympathy—unless you pay for it,” he added. Then he got
up and kicked the bureau across the room and went downstairs.

Thoughts ¢f Europe, of China ~nd Japan, of every beautiful
place of which he had ever read, swept through his brain, and he
was so vexed that he could not go to sleep. Quiside he heard the
cld men wrangling in the street, late as it was, over their bar-
gains and deals, and nowhere in all the city one mother’s low
Iullaby over a sleeping child! How he would have liked to hear a
baby ery just once! He sat there until morning came, and with it
came Mr. Scroggs to inform him that he could have the room
only until 3 o’clock unless he gave up another five—but he Jidn’t
care, for his heart was too full to feel another pang. After break-
fast, which in Senilia is always merely a dish of catmeal without
either sugar, milk or brtter—for there are no cakes or crullers,
or, in faet, any of the rood things that you have at home, in that
dreadful haunt of aged beings—he went to the counting-house
where he had been engaged as a coupon cutter and went to work.
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He was very tired and sad. His fingers, and especially his
thumb, hurt, for the scissors were badly made and ‘he paper had
twice cut his ekin. Suddenly, without a warning, there stood Er-
win beside him!

Mr. Scott dropped the scissors and rubbed his ey s, for he
thought that he must have fallen asleep and was dreaming, but
still there stood his son smiling at him and, v and behold, he held
the bureau in his hands!

“Well, here 1 am, father,” said Erwin, and all the other cut-
ters looked up and stared to see a boy in that well-barred room.
“Here I am, and I've come for you.”

“How did you zet here?” cried the father in faltering tones.
“And how did you learn where I was?”

“This did it!” said Erwin, smiling and patting the bureau.
“Anything you ask and you get it,” he added. “I merely wished
to be where you were, and in a jiffy I found myself kere, just as
you came.”

“And can we get away? Will it work this time? It failed me,”
cried His father.

“This is not the same. The one that failed was an imitaticn
that old Kooms substituted. There’s no deception about this one,
however, and we can get away the minute we wish.” said Erv
sunling. “I guess the next time you'll believe me wken I tell you
e#nything.”

“Don’t be hard or me,” said his father. “Don’t rub it in, [
saw it too late.”

“Well, do you want to go at once?” asked Erwin.

“In a moment,” replied Mr. Scott. “I merely wish to explain
my departure to Mr. Sheckels, the bondholder, so that he will not
think that I was taking advantage of him.”

Jut Mr. Sheckels, who was the richest man in Senilia,
siready entered the grated room, angry at hearing his men t
ing instead of cutting coupons, and he was enraged to see a
gtranger there. When he had heard Mr. Scott’s explanation he
was mystified, but agreed to let him off, oaly he said he would
{ine him vne dollar for losing time in talking with his son.

Mr. Sheckels began to call for the police, and as help rushed
in Erwin whispered, seizing his father’s arm:

“Y wish we were home in our own dining room.” Instantly
the scene changed and there they stood at home. Mr. Seott
pinched himself, looked at the bureau and ;In n laughed, the first
laugh Erwin had ever heard him utter. Then he looked out of
the window and shouted in amazement:

“Why, bless my soul! There’s old Kooms out there in the
vard! How did he get here?”’

‘ “Just the same as we did; by the aid »>f the bureau after ha
has swiped it,” replied Erwin.

“Tell me 1l about it,” said his father.

“Well, there’s not much to tell. It seems thai as soon as
Kooms got the bureau he wished to be right over the spot whera
he could find a gold mine, and, strange to say, he landed the very
pext minute right in our back yard.”
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“Ts there a gold mine in our yard #” eried Mr. Seott.

“Of course, or else he never would have landed herc. I saw
him and went out. He asked me what I would take for this land,
and I told him that it was yours, but that you -verc away. Then
I saw the bureau and I just guessed what had happened, so L
tripped him up before he thou; t and grabbed iv. He begged me
to return it, bmw I ma<e him confess all thet he had done to you.”

“Let’s try it,” said Mr. Scott, eagerly.

Just then the door bell rang and in came the wizard Gilligan.
He was very polite in requesting the return of his furniture, and
Mr. Scott admitted that the courtesy was due him, but Erwin
would only agree to return it vhen Gilligan promised on his part
to take Kocms away with hiin and zend hin: back to Senilia. This
Gilligan said he would gladly do, and so Erwin handed ki the
bureau. He was very grateful, for 1 scarcely think he ever ex-
pected to get his toy again, and he went into the vard, where they
saw him addressing Kooms very solemnly. In another second
they both vanished, and as neither of them were ever seen again
1 suppose they both went o Senilia and still remain there.

Mr. Sectt opened the gold mine and madg an immense lot of
money, but all that be makes he spends upon Erwin and his
friends. Mr. Scott is now pronounced by every boy and girl in
town to be the verv nicest and most satisfactory grown man in
the city. do spends most of his time in devising pleasant sure
prises for h's little friends, buying them presents and making
their lives enjovable; and, in faet, it is rarely that you see him
when he is not surrounded by a crowd of loving and enthusiastia
admirers. He has a smile that seems perpetually coming vight
from his beart, and no matter how poor, ugly or dirty a child is,
that child ean have anything-it needs instantly if Mr. Scott
Jéarns of its necessity. He built playhouses all over the city, as
well as ball-grounds, picnic-grounds, boat-houses, eandy-facto-
ries, ‘cake-bokeries, soda-fountpins and ice cream stands, and
everything is free at these stands to any child that \val!{s‘ up and
asks for anything. - WALT McDOUGALL.
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